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A.  Rivero 


23  Lake  Place 

To  Barry  Curtis 

What  plans  we  had  for  23  Lake  Place, 

Where  all  the  University  elite 

Would  throng  to  hear  us  read  our  poetry 

And  applause  in  awe  at  our  melodies, 

While  John  Hollander  on  the  doorstep  cried 

To  he  let  in  our  social  gathering. 

To  he  a  part  of  our  complete  hJew  Haven, 

Our  mini-McDowell  oasis  scene. 

What  plans  we  had  for  23  Lake  Place, 

Where  Pulitzer  and  Nobel  prizes  flowed 

Through  our  eyes,  through  our  ears,  through  our  throats. 

Like  the  cappuccino  strawberry  wine 

We  sloshed  bowlfuls  down  our  musical  souls 

As  we  danced  lightning  steps  around  the  bar. 

As  we  drank  toast  after  toast  of  glass  filled  odes: 

And  it's  gin!  gin!  gin!  to  keep  the  light  in. 

Outside  our  empty  Yaddo  apartment 
We  sing  our  metaphors  through  hollow  walls. 
An  old  toothless  man  on  the  sidewalk  grins 
Shooting  bh's  at  squirrels  in  the  trees 
Dropping  acorns  on  students  jogging  by 
The  sign  announcing  the  new  addition 
To  the  Payne-Whitney  Gymnasium,  now 
Under  destruction,  be  ready  by  Fall. 

And  the  ghetto  folk  dream  of  lawn  salad 

From  weeds  abandoned  in  tended  plots 

Throughout  the  Grove  Street  Cemetery  grass 

Beyond  the  entrance:  THE  DEAD  SHALL  BE  RAISED, 

To  which,  the  local  Haveners  have  quipped: 

The  Dead  Shall  Be  Raised  WHEN  YALE  NEEDS  THE  LAND. 

What  plans  we  had  for  23  Lake  Place, 

Our  wise  University  tore  away. 

—  Michael  Hughes 
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Special  Someone 

Will  somebody  shoot  me, 

or  stab  me,  or  wound  me. 
1  think  I've  gone  crazy, 

or  nutso,  or  honey. 
J  know  that  1  like  her, 

but  how  weighs  the  scale. 
She  loves  me  a  lot, 

and  that's  without  fail. 
Extremes  on  both  ends 

are  not  what  1  seek. 
A  moderate  middle  is  stronger 

Than  weak. 
If  things  get  fouled  up, 

I'll  probably  cry. 
That's  life  in  love, 

I  don't  know  why. 
I'll  give  into  her  whims, 

'Cause  I've  tortured  her  so, 
But  whether  1  love  her, 

1  don't  really  know. 


—  J.  Jay  Guidone 


Morning  in  Bed 

Rising  up  to  the  surface 

J  wake, 
And  know  the  day  joins  me. 
Still  in  the  arms  of  sleep 

you  lie 

chasing  dreams. 
First  light,  like  a  hesitant  child 
Creeps  slowly 

across  the  bed 
To  nestle  in  your  hair. 
Eyelids  so  pale  and  fragile 
Sends  a  stab  of  pain 

through  me. 
The  fuzzy  down  of  your  arm 

is  like  a  child's 
1  want  to  cry. 

deep  tears. 
Because  of  your  loveliness 
Twisted  in  sheets 

you  lie. 
Sleeping  the  sleep  of  heaviness. 

—  Susan  B.  Mackey 


30th  1980  (Wed.  Afternoon) 

Today  I  saw  the  girl  that  I  will  spend  the  rest  of  my  life  with.  She 
has  red  hair  that  she  wears  short  with  bangs.  She  has  a  small  nose 
and  a  roundish  cute  face  and  freckles,  but  not  too  many.  She  was 
dressed  like  a  hobo.  Her  face  was  dirty  and  she  wore  a  torn  black 
jacket  and  baggy  pants,  and  a  bowler  that  was  also  tattered.  A 
regular  little  tramp.  I  noticed  all  these  things  because  I  must  have 
stared  at  her  constantly  through  third  and  fourth  period.  She  was 
with  a  group  of  her  friends  who  were  all  dressed  up  for  Halloween. 
They  were  socializing  in  the  library  third  period  and  I  just  couldn't 
do  my  chemistry  homework.  I  would  look  at  the  workbook  and  not 
see  anything.  She  didn't  talk  much.  The  rest  of  the  girls  in  the  group 
were  chattering  away  but  she  was  quiet  mostly.  I  couldn't  let  them 
see  me  gaping  so  whenever  any  of  them  would  glance  over  at  me 
I'd  snap  my  head  down  into  my  book.  I'd  scribble  and  feel  my  throat 
tighten.  At  the  end  of  third  period  they  all  left,  and  I  followed.  I  slid 
my  feet  along  the  carpet  to  build  up  static;  then  I  touched  the  door 
handle  and  got  a  shock. 

Fourth  period  I  sat  in  the  Commons  on  the  senior  lockers  with 
Nolan  although  we  didn't  talk  much.  I  bounced  my  heels  against 
the  side  of  the  lockers  and  looked  at  the  group  of  girls'  all  dressed 
up  for  Halloween.  Nolan  said  something  to  me  about  Mike  Bossy 
when  his  voice  faded  and  the  music  grew  louder. 

It  was  Judy  and  Gene  doing  "For  Me  and  My  Gal".  So  I  imme- 
diately hopped  off  the  well  and  with  my  taps  clicking  all  the  way  I 
flowed  across  the  Commons  and  took  her  by  the  hand.  She  was  no 
longer  a  hobo  but  a  princess,  with  a  long  black  gown.  All  of  her 
friends,  all  the  other  people  in  the  Commons  were  mannequins. 
Well-dressed  mannequins.  ^ 

We  whirled  around  the  dance  floor,  the  princess  and  I.  A  glisten- 
ing ball  above  us  spraying  bits  of  light  all  around.  Judy  and  Gene 
boomed  from  everywhere.  It  got  real  dark  as  we  whirled.  The  walls 
were  melting  away.  I  looked  into  her  harsh  blue  eyes  and  suddenly 
she  was  a  mannequin  also.  The  colour  faded  from  her  face  until  she 
was  pale chalk  white. 

Nolan  was  on  about  the  Islanders  when  I  noticed  some  guys 
moving  in  on  the  red-headed  girl  and  her  friends.  This  one  clown 
with  a  plaid  shirt  had  eyes  for  my  little  princess.  He  actually  slid 
across  the  lockers  right  for  her.  But  I  cut  him  off.  I  stared  right  at 
him  and  thought  really  hard,  "Leave  her  alone!,"  and  he  didn't.  But 
it  worked  sort  of  because  she  wouldn't  talk  to  him.  She  looked 
down  at  her  shoe  tops,  slowly  shook  her  head,  and  whispered 
something  softly.  He  also  said  something  but  got  nervous  and  fid- 
gity.  So  he  slithered  back  to  his  friends. 


The  rest  of  the  day  was  uneventful  except  for  chem.  where  the 
teacher  called  on  me  for  a  homework  answer  and  I  got  it  wrong. 
And  on  my  way  home  from  school  I  crushed  the  life  out  of  a  beetle. 
Which  is  okay  I  guess  because  insects  don't  have  souls.  At  least 
that's  what  I've  heard. 

Oct  31si  (Thurs.  Night) 

Last  night  as  I  lay  in  bed  awake  (till  3  am  I  think).  I  thought  about 
how  I  should  go  about  meeting  the  red  headed  girl.  I've  always  liked 
red  hair.  I  decided  the  first  step  is  to  find  out  her  name.  I  also  asked 
God  to  forgive  me  for  killing  that  beetle. 

So  this  morning  I  was  real  tired  and  almost  didn't  go  to  school.  I 
cut  first  and  second  and  drank  a  lot  of  coffee.  I  hung  out  with  Sal 
Kroater  who  talked  about  how  his  girlfriend  broke  up  with  him  but 
it  was  okay  because  he  was  cheating  on  her  anyway.  This  made  me 
depressed.  He  then  went  on  about  a  drinking  contest  he  had  seen 
between  John  Palmer  and  Peter  Martin.  "Palmer  got  so-o-o  wasted 
that  he  ....  ".  But  I  didn't  pay  attention  to  him.  I  wanted  to  see  the 
red  headed  girl,  but  she  didn't  appear.  Third  and  fourth  I  watched 
"Horror  of  Dracula"  in  the  movie  well  of  the  Commons.  I  felt  my 
teeth  that  aren't  very  sharp,  and  looked  over  at  Sheila  Mathews 
who  is  real  cute.  I  stared  at  her  soft  neck  in  soft  focus.  I  wondered 
how  it  would  be  to  sink  my  teeth  into  that  neck,  to  hear  her  moan, 
to  possess  her.  To  have  any  girl  I  want  as  a  walker  of  the  night.  I 
like  the  night  anyway.  But  then  I  shook  those  thought's  out  of  my 
head.  "You  love  the  red  headed  girl"  I  shouted  at  myself. 

Chem.  sucked  again.  When  I  didn't  have  an  answer  to  the  ques- 
tion the  teacher  asked  me,  I  could  feel  Beth  Lindgrad  whispering  to 
Brooke  Carney  that  I  looked  funny.  The  tips  of  my  ears  got  hot. 

I  didn't  see  the  red  headed  girl  all  day  which  just  made  things 
worse. 

Tonight  was  Halloween  night  and  I  hung  out  with  Mick  and 
Maher.  We  wandered  between  their  two  streets  mostly,  stopping 
twice  at  the  hut  behind  Maher's  house  to  do  up  some  weed.  We 
didn't  cause  too  much  destruction.  We  mostly  just  walked  around. 
Maher  talked  about  the  girls  that  he's  going  after  and  who  get  laid 
at  parties.  I  kept  my  mouth  shut  and  got  depressed.  Then  some- 
thing fantastic  happened. 

Somehow  I  managed  to  wander  away  from  them.  For  a  while  I 
could  hear  their  voices  in  the  wind,  but  then  nothing.  I  was  on  a 
cobble  stone  street  that  was  very  narrow  and  lined  with  high  build- 
ings. A  milky  mist  covered  my  shoes.  Ahead  of  me,  half  in  the 
shadows,  was  a  large  hairy  monster.  It  had  wide  brawny  shoulders 
and  silver  eyes  that  reflected  the  street  lamps.  I  backed  away  from 
it  a  few  steps,  then  ran  as  fast  as  I  could,  smelling  its  sour  breath  as 


I  went. 

I  caught  up  with  the  guys  a  few  seconds  later  and  Mick  told  me 
to  keep  up  with  them.  Maher  found  this  unbroken  egg  in  the  street 
as  we  passed  by  these  two  little  kids  in  costumes.  One  was  dressed 
up  as  "Chewbacca"  from  "Star  Wars"  and  was  furry  from  head  to 
toe.  Maher  threw  the  egg  at  them,  but  missed. 

On  the  way  home  I  was  walking  through  the  train  station  park- 
ing lot  and  passed  by  these  two  homely  girls.  When  I  was  a  few  feet 
past  them  I  heard  one  say  to  the  other,  "he's  cute."  If  that's  the  kind 
of  girl  I  attract  I'm  in  trouble. 

Nov.  Isi  1980  (Fri.  Night) 

Before  I  went  to  school  I  checked  the  heating  fuel  level  in  the 
basement.  It  was  very  low.  Found  an  ant  in  the  kitchen  also.  I 
walked  to  school  singing  "Daydream"  by  the  Lovin'  Spoonfull  but 
switched  to  "It's  too  bad"  by  the  Jam  before  I  went  into  the  Com- 
mons. Walking  into  that  long,  high  hall  every  morning  always 
makes  my  stomach  a  little  queazy.  From  the  serene,  crisp,  quiet 
morning  into  the  humid,  crowded,  noisy  hall.  I  like  to  call  it  "The 
wall  of  sound".  Today  I  was  drowning  in  it.  So  I  found  an  empty 
corner  to  sit  and  think  about  how  I'd  find  out  the  red  headed  girl's 
name.  "Ask  one  of  her  friends!"  was  the  only  logical  idea  I  could 
come  up  with.  But  that,  of  course,  is  easier  said  than  done. 

I  had  time  to  think  about  "which  friend"  during  health.  We  saw  a 
film  about  autistic  children  that  was  made  in  England.  The  reaction 
from  the  class  ranged  from  one  girl  almost  crying,  to  some  guy 
making  jokes  under  his  breath. 

On  my  way  to  second  period  I  saw  the  red  headed  girl  and  almost 
walked  into  a  door.  In  speed  reading  I  just  sat  and  wrote  poems  for 
my  little  princess.  Poems  about  sensitivity  and  understanding. 
Poems  about  shyness  and  fear.  About  blackness  all  over  and  things 
burrowing  up  from  the  ground.  Horrible  poems  about  wind  swept 
rain  drops  and  old  damp  houses.  Poems  about  girls  with  pigtails  and 
freckles,  with  smiles  that  can  make  flowers  bloom.  And  laughs  as 
horrible  as  hell  itself.  Laughs  that  smell  sour.  They  echo  in  my 
head,  driving  me  away  stammering,  grasping  for  something  to  say. 
God  I  can  never  think  of  anything  to  say.  I  wrote  these  poems,  tore 
them  up,  and  threw  them  in  the  garbage  on  my  way  out  of  class. 

I  spent  a  depressed,  frustrating  period  in  the  library,  third.  I  was 
with  Kroater  who  read  the  paper  as  I  struggled  to  concentrate  on 
my  chemistry  home  work.  But  I  could  only  think  of  the  red  headed 
girl.  "Ill  never  find  out  her  name.  Not  that  she  would  want  me 
anyway."  We  did  spend  a  little  time  in  the  cafeteria,  so  Kroater 
could  get  something  to  eat.  We  sat  with  Palmer  and  Company,  who 
talked  solely  about  getting  wasted  and  heavy  metal  music.  The 


cafeteria  is  just  a  mixture  of  noises  and  garbage  and  fumes.  I  hate  it. 
They're  all  so  mindlessly  happy  with  their  lives. 

Back  at  the  library  (this  time  alone  as  Kroater  stayed  in  the 
cafeteria ).  I  broke  my  pencil  in  half  pressing  too  hard  on  another 
poem.  My  thoughts  were  getting  blacker.  Thoughts  of  red  burning, 
green  twisted  faces,  protruding  black  tounges.  How  would  I  live 
without  the  one  person  who  could  understand  me?  Then,  a  miracle 
happened.  Four  of  the  red  headed  girl's  friends  came  into  the 
library  and  sat  at  the  table  next  to  mine.  I  crouched  down  in  my 
seat  and  listened. 

"Have  you  been  invited  to  Sue's  party?" 

"No,  have  you?" 

"Nope,  But  I  have  S.A.T.'s  to  study  for  anyway."  I  grinned  a  little 
to  myself.  "If  that's  what  her  friends  are  like  then  maybe  she's  shy 
and  unpopular  like  me,"  I  thought.  My  mood  was  shifting.  The 
flourescent  lights  grew  brighter.  I  looked  up  and  my  heart  stopped. 
The  red  headed  girl  walked  in  and  headed  towards  her  friends. 
Then  one  called  out  to  her,  "Sarah",  she  said. 

"Sarah  we're  all  going  out  to  Lover's  Leap  tonight  and  jumping 
off,  wanna  come?" 

"No,  I  have  homework." 

"Sarah,  Sarah,  Sarah",  I  repeated  in  my  head.  My  shiny  eyes 
blinked.  "We  shall  meet  soon." 

Chemistry  couldn't  have  been  better.  When  I  wasn't  scribbling, 
Sarah  has  pretty  blue  eyes  and  beautiful  red  hair,  in  my  textbook,  I 
was  looking  out  the  window  at  the  blazing  fall  day.  I  could  amost 
smell  the  burning  leaves  from  my  desk.  And  the  teacher  didn't  call 
on  me  once  which  made  things  perfect. 

Mick  and  I  walked  home,  as  I  took  in  the  cool  air  and  colored 
leaves.  The  thought  that  they  were  dying  only  made  me  feel  more 
wonderful.  "Death  is  beautiful",  I  said  but  Mick  didn't  hear  me.  The 
wind  swept  through  the  leaves,  I  could  here  them  screaming  in 
agony  as  they  died.  Fall  is  my  favorite  season.  We  stopped  at  my 
house  where  he  called  his  mother  who  screamed  at  him  through 
the  receiver.  He  shrugged  it  off  as  we  headed  for  the  train  station. 
We  walked  down  the  platform  to  one  of  the  covered  benches.  He 
pulled  out  a  plastic  bag  of  pot  and  started  to  take  out  the  seeds.  I  put 
a  moustache  on  the  face  of  a  pretty  model  on  the  poster  behind  me, 
while  he  started  to  talk  about  the  trouble  he  was  having  with  his 
girlfriend,  Suesan.  He  went  on  about  how  she  said  she  loved  him, 
but  now,  "She's  acting  weird."  I  pretended  to  listen  for  a  few  min- 
utes then  said,  "Suesan  is  a  phoney,  she's  only  nice  to  me  when  she 
want  to  be."  Which  is  the  truth.  He  told  me  my  outlook  was 
warped.  "This  Suesan  thing  is  really  bumming  on  my  head,"  he 
continued.  I  decided  to  tell  him  about  Sarah.  Before  I  got  halfway 
going  he  started  in  about  my  hair  and  the  stupid  clothes  I  wear,       g 


especially  my  shoes.  "And  your  fuckin'  pants  are  too  short."  He 
went  on  about  how  no  girl  would  even  look  at  me  before  I  "normal- 
ized" my  image.  I  said  that  Sarah  is  different  that  she  is  sensitive 
and  sees  beyond  superficial  things  like  hair  and  clothes.  We  argued 
these  points  back  and  forth  until  it  was  time  for  bowling.  We 
walked  down  Cleveland  Avenue  as  the  sun  sank  and  turned  red. 

At  bowling,  another  sign  that  I  should  speak  to  Sarah.  I  took  a 
pencil  and  wrote  "Sarah  has  beautiful  red  hair  and  pretty  blue  eyes" 
on  the  wall  in  the  men's  room  before  bowling  started. 

The  "sign"  came  during  the  second  game.  I  sat  staring  at  the 
automatic  pin  setter.  Screaming  startled  me  and  as  I  turned  my 
head  I  saw  Sarah,  picking  her  fingernails  as  her  friends  laughed  and 
joked  around  her.  An  electric  energy  built  up  in  my  stomach  and 
flowed  to  the  rest  of  my  body.  My  shoulders,  elbows,  knees.  It  was 
like  being  nervous  only  grander.  I  could  barely  bowl  the  next  sev- 
eral frames.  I  couldn't  get  my  shaking  fingers  into  the  holes. 

Sarah  and  her  friends  didn't  stay  at  the  alleys  long,  which  was 
just  as  well  for  me.  I  was  starting  to  get  sick.  Before  she  left  I 
pointed  her  out  to  Mick  who  said  she  wasn't  very  pretty. 

When  Sarah  went  out  the  front  door  she  limped.  I  had  never 
noticed  it  before.  I  walked  quickly  after  her  and  watched  through 
the  glass  doors  as  she  limped  across  Cleveland  Ave.  I  grabbed  the 
door  handle  for  support,  my  legs  felt  like  elastic.  "Now  I  know  shell 
be  mine"  I  thought. 

After  bowling  Mick  and  I  walked  back  down  Cleveland  Ave.  This 
time  bright  with  neon.  He  made  me  mad  by  saying  I  should  have 
asked  Sarah  out  for  the  night.  I  told  him  that  I'd  definitely  talk  to 
her  Monday  at  school.  I  told  him  I  had  to  make  a  plan  first.  "Plan 
what?"  he  said.  But  he  doesn't  understand.  I  kept  thinking  of  that 
fragile  little  girl,  hobbling  across  Cleveland  Ave.  "She  must  under- 
stand pain"  I  thought. 

Nov,  3rd  (Sunday  Evening) 

My  weekends  used  to  be  so  safe  and  young,  before  we  moved. 
Saturday  at  noon,  I  would  ride  my  bicycle  on  my  paper-route.  It 
always  seemed  to  be  sunny  out.  Halfway  through  my  route  I  would 
stop  and  nervously  talk  to  the  girl  I  was  in  love  with  for  three 
consecutive  years.  Beth  was  her  name  and  she  was  always  sweet 
and  attentive  towards  me,  although  she  would  never  consider 
going  on  a  date  with  me.  Last  April,  I  gave  up.  As  the  twilight  came 
there  would  always  be  a  football  or  baseball  game  to  play  in  around 
the  block.  And  at  night  I  would  walk  over  to  my  next  door  neigh- 
bor's house  and  along  with  our  younger  brothers,  we  would  play 
hockey  in  the  garage.  We  would  turn  on  the  radio  and  listen  to  the 
Islander's  game  as  we  played,  pausing  whenever  the  Islander's  had 


a  good  chance  to  score. 

Sunday  I  would  get  up  early  and  do  my  papers.  My  feet  getting 
wet  with  dew.  It  would  always  be  sunny.  I  would  get  home  and  go 
back  to  sleep,  get  up  and  watch  the  Giant's  game  on  T.V.  The  Fall 
sun  streaming  in  through  the  glass  sliding  doors  of  my  den.  If  the 
Giants  lost,  which  was  often,  I  would  ride  my  bicycle  to  a  nearby 
school  and  practice  kicking  field  goals.  My  mind  would  wonder  and 
I  would  imagine  myself  winning  a  game  for  my  high  school  team 
with  a  last  second  field  goal.  It  seems  like  I  was  still  able  to  have 
childlike  dreams  then.  When  staying  up  late  and  watching  "David 
and  Lisa"  on  T.V.  could  still  make  me  cry.  When  I  still  lived  in  "my" 
house  on  "my"  block.  A  block  where  everyone  kept  pretty  lawns.  I 
was  content  just  to  sit  on  my  porch  and  watch  the  grass  grow,  then 
cut  it.  But  my  father  lost  his  job  and  my  parents  got  divorced.  She 
got  control  of  our  home  and  sold  it.  Then  she  moved  away  with  her 
new  husband,  and  I  get  letters  now  and  then. 

I  sit  here  writing  in  a  dusty,  drafty  room.  The  insects  are  closing 
in  around  me.  Ants  and  termites  and  the  millions  of  baby  spiders 
that  are  like  tiny  specks  on  the  wall.  Just  last  week,  the  landlord  had 
the  shower  head  removed  in  our  only  bathroom.  He  hopes  that  will 
convince  us  to  get  out  of  the  house.  Not  that  my  father  ever  pays 
the  rent.  The  sun  never  shines  on  this  house.  There's  always  a  big 
gray  cloud  overhead  from  the  rubber  factory  across  the  street.  And 
although  we  have  cabel  T.V.,  this  place  was  never  meant  to  be  a 
home. 

Yet  all  of  this  doesn't  bother  me.  All  I've  ever  cared  about;  all 
that's  ever  caused  me  pain,  is  not  having  a  girlfriend.  But  soon  111 
have  one.  Sarah,  I  don't  care  that  you  limp.  Maybe  it's  because  you 
limp  that  you  will  understand  me.  I  kind  of  limp  along  also. 

Last  night  at  a  party  I  thought  I  heard  some  girls  talking  about 
Sarah.  It  was  one  of  those  parties  where  everyone  is  acting  like  a 
real  phoney.  Playing  quarters,  insulting  each  other,  doing  weed  in 
the  bathroom,  lying  about  sex,  wrecking  the  living  room.  Anyway, 
I  thought  I  heard  some  girls  talking  about  Sarah  and  no  one  was 
smiling.  But  when  I  moved  closer  to  listen,  over  the  blaring  music,  I 
knocked  over  a  glass  and  they  stopped.  I  was  probably  wrong  about 
the  whole  thing  though.  Later,  when  people  sort  of  paired  off  to 
make  out,  I  left.  Mick  was  with  Laurie.  So  I  walked  home  in  the 
drizzle  and  fog.  Not  that  I  was  nearly  depressed  as  I  usually  am 
after  one  of  these  mindless  parties.  "Soon  111  have  Sarah,"  I  thought. 
"Soon  111  be  normal  like  everyone  else."  My  sneakers  slapped  in  the 
puddles  and  I  sang  "For  Me  and  My  Gal."  I  felt  that  same  energy  as 
before  start  in  my  stomach.  I  couldn't  help  but  giggle  to  myself.  "I 
hope  sometime  I  can  feel  like  everyone  else."  After  a  few  more 
choruses  I  changed  to  "Singing  In  The  Rain." 
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Nov.  4th  1980  (Monday  Niie) 

Today  I  didn't  get  up  for  school.  By  the  time  my  alarm  went  off 
my  father  had  already  taken  the  train  to  the  city.  He  says  he  goes  to 
"work"  but  we  haven't  had  any  new  clothes  in  four  months.  I 
thought  I'd  get  to  school  by  fourth  and  approach  Sarah  then.  She's 
always  around  fourth.  Except  today  she  wasn't.  I  hung  around  in 
the  Commons  for  a  while  hoping  she'd  come  by.  But  not  today. 
There  was  a  stuffed  dummy  of  the  latola  Khomani  hanging  by  the 
neck  from  the  junior  lockers.  I  kept  expecting  someone  to  light  it  on 
fire  or  something.  But  all  that  happened  was  Nolan,  Kroater,  and 
some  others  kidnapped  it,  leaving  a  ransom  note  in  its  place.  This 
caused  quite  a  commotion  all  around  me.  And  while  no  one  else 
was  looking  I  saw  Khomani  crawl  into  the  girls  room.  I  then 
searched  the  halls  looking  for  Sarah  but  couldn't  find  her. 

Chemistry  was  a  nightmare.  I  heard  nothing  of  what  the  teacher 
was  saying.  At  one  point  I  thought  I  heard  him  say  something 
about  a  test.  I  just  kept  writing,  "Sarah  has  pretty  red  hair  and 
beautiful  blue  eyes,"  over  and  over  to  blot  out  the  time.  But  the 
minute  hand  dragged. 

After  class  Mick  and  I  searched  the  halls  but  my  princess  wasn't 
to  be  found.  Eventually  I  had  to  give  up  and  go  home.  I  started  to 
get  real  worried.  "What  if  she's  moved?"  I  said  to  Mick.  He  told  me 
not  to  be  paranoid.  I  guess  he's  right,  but  what  he  doesn't  realize  is 
my  whole  life  depends  on  her. 

I'm  still  kind  of  sleepy.  I  slept  from  about  noon  yesterday  till 
about  eleven  today.  Some  people  drink  to  forget  their  problems, 
other  people  smoke;  I  sleep.  When  I  finally  did  drag  myself  out  of 
bed,  I  got  dressed.  I  threw  on  my  green  jacket,  and  walked  down  to 
the  Mainstreet  Library.  I  thought  about  going  to  the  school  library 
but  I  didn't  want  anyone  to  see  me  there,  especially  Mick.  I  couldn't 
find  too  many  books  on  suicide.  It's  probably  not  a  popular  subject. 
But  I  did  get  some  decent  ideas  on  how  I  should  do  it.  I'm  not  in  that 
much  of  a  hurry  though.  A  week  or  two  maybe.  You  see  I  don't 
have  any  reason  to  live  anymore. 

Yesterday  morning  a  fuse  blew  upstairs  and  I  had  to  do  my  hair 
downstairs.  I  was  shaken  by  the  phone  when  it  rang  right  next  to 
me.  It  was  Mick  and  for  a  couple  of  seconds  I  had  no  idea  what  he 
was  talking  about.  But  it  became  clear  fast  enough.  He  had  heard 
from  Suesan  that  Sarah  was  at  the  V.A.  Hospital.  He  said  Sue 
heard  it  straight  from  Sarah's  best  friend,  Vicky  Simak.  He  then 
mumbled  something  about  her  being  sick  for  a  long  time. 

"What's  her  last  name?"  I  screamed  at  him. 

"What?" 

"Her  last  name!" 


"Chainey,  I  think  but  ..." 

I  was  out  the  door  and  running  down  the  road.  I  knew  where  the 
V.A.  Hospital  was,  near  Maher's  house.  I  would  not  allow  myself  to 
cry  as  I  ran  'cause  I  wouldn't  be  able  to  see.  My  legs  and  lungs  must 
have  gotten  tired  although  I  couldn't  feel  them.  I  ran  straight 
through  the  front  doors  of  the  V.A.  Hospital  which  was  big  and 
grey  and  lifeless.  Inside  it  was  all  green  and  smooth.  With  that  smell 
covering  everything,  burning  my  sinuses.  I  asked  an  ugly  woman 
behind  a  big  desk  for  Sarah  Chainey's  room.  She  looked  it  up  in  a 
register  and  told  me  "417",  then  immediately  asked  if  I  was  her 
brother.  I  ran  for  an  open  elevator.  I  heard  the  ugly  woman  screech 
something  as  the  elevator  doors  closed.  "Why,  Why,  Why?",  I 
repeated  as  the  elevator  went  up  without  my  stomach.  The  doors 
creaked  open  and  my  eyes  darted  for  room  numbers.  The  tears 
were  coming,  I  had  to  find  the  room.  "Why,  Why,  Why?",  my  head 
pounded  from  the  smell.  I  saw  it,  room  417,  the  door  was  open.  I 
walked  to  it  slowly,  pushing  passed  some  Doctors  in  green.  I  went 
into  the  room  and  there  she  was.  Sarah  was  sitting  up  in  a  metal 
bed  staring  straight  at  me.  But  her  eyes  were  too  still,  they  weren't 
blinking.  Her  skin  was  all  white.  White  and  cold,  I  could  tell.  Her 
red  hair  was  like  a  flame  against  that  chalk  white  skin.  She  smiled  at 
me;  a  lifeless  smile  that  had  wisdom  and  understanding.  I  watched  a 
single  blue  tear  form  on  her  left  eye  as  her  smile  faded.  My  own 
tears  stung,  making  my  ears  ring,  so  I  quickly  rubbed  my  eyes  hard. 
When  I  looked  back  at  the  bed,  I  thought  Sarah  was  gone.  Then  I 
saw  that  she  was  under  the  sheet,  completely  covered  except  for  a 
few  strands  of  pretty  red  hair.  The  sheet  didn't  move  at  all.  Some 
people  burst  in  to  the  room  then.  Another  Doctor  in  blue,  a  Nurse 
in  white,  a  Priest  I  think,  and  a  woman  who  was  sobbing  uncontrol- 
lably. They  didn't  notice  me.  So  I  slowly  walked  out  of  the  room, 
out  of  the  V.A.  Hospital  .  .  .  Home.  I  took  my  hightops  and  jacket 
off  and  went  to  sleep. 

I  wish  I  had  a  library  card.  Then  I  could  have  taken  some  of  those 
books  on  suicide  home,  but  I  guess  it  doesn't  matter  really.  I  can 
wait  a  week  or  so. 

Nov,  7th  1980  (Thursday  Evening) 

Today  I  met  the  girl  I  will  spend  the  rest  of  my  life  with.  She 
has  .  .  . 

—  B.J.  Levene 
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Sunrise 

When  the  wind  stops  and  the  ground 

bleeds  its  many  worms  of  night, 
The  stars  stop  to  watch. 
Crickets  of  black  armour  plate  play 

their  songs  of  dark. 
The  moon  is  hiding  secretly  from  the  sun. 
A  bead  of  water  forms  on  a  bright 

green  blade  of  grass. 
The  ant  below  helplessly  drowns. 
An  acorn  bounces  freely  after 

breaking  away  from  its  mother. 
The  clouds  above  soar  like 

weightless  butterflies. 
Wait. 
There  she  is,  getting  up  after  her 

timely  nap. 
Today  gives  birth  to  tomorrow. 

—  J.  Jay  Guidone 
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Outside  The  Rain 

Outside  the  rain 

Beats  against  my  window  pane. 

And  as  the  droplets  fall 

Against  the  glass  wall, 

I  sit  by  the  fire 

Watching  flames  leap  higher. 

Thoughts  drift  to  you 

And  love  we  once  knew. 

There  were 

soft  nights  in  spring, 
summer's  mellowing, 
a  last  fall  fling — 

then  winter's  sting. 

Outside  the  rain 

Beats  against  my  window  pane. 

And  1  wonder — 

Why? 

Where  did  our  love  go? 

J  really  don't  know. 

—  Bernadette  Grieb 


"Picture  Prancing" 

Prancing  in  the  rain, 

I  become  a  vibrant,  wet  water  color 

binding  my  way  on  a  somewhat  dull  canvas. 

It  is  so  entertaining 

So  captivating 

To  find  creative  routes  to  dance  through. 

X5  —  Adria  DiBenedetto 


^Nere  They  Really  Friends? 

The  doors  of  summer  have  shut 

locking  out  the  warmth 

that  others  have  shared  with  you. 
Friends  close  have  departed 

once  again. 
You've  shared  a  lot, 

closed  the  gap — 

only  to  he  opened  by  time. 
Memories  are  tucked  away 

they'll  surface — 

hut  at  a  much  later  date. 
A  friendship  you  thought  was  endless 

has  reached  its  final  stage. 
I'll  write,  call,  come  visit. 

Does  whatever  said  become  reality. 
Those  people  have  moved  on 

as  have  you — 

onto  the  future. 
Friends  will  meet  again 

but  this  time 

as  strangers. 


J.  Jay  Guidone 
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T/ie  Vet 

To  John  Mescal 

She  may  have  seen  you  wave  in  the  wind 
Over  the  Veterans  Cemetery 
On  top  of  Soldiers  Hill  above  their  town 
Where  her  banner  curls  long  into  the  night. 

She  may  have  watched  you  through  your  window 
When  you  sweat  awake  in  your  Valium  dreams 
And  stare  into  her  living  will 
And  search  the  lost  moments  of  your  day. 

She  may  have  saluted  you  with  the  sun: 
Old  Glory,  rise  and  set,  as  the  tenants 
Beneath  your  third  floor  apartment  complain 
About  the  noise  your  seeing  eye  dog  makes. 

She  may  have  crawled  with  you  into  your  bed 
Wrapped  under  her  spell  of  red,  white  and  blue; 
Her  hell  full  of  stars  furled  for  the  night. 
She  may  have,  she  may  have,  for  you. 

—  Michael  Hughes 

"Water  Rituals" 

ToJ.W.B. 

In  the  morning,  like  dawning 

she  washes 
old-yesterday  clothes,  drop 

like  water,  falling 
over  rocks  she  stumbles,  and  bleeds 
red  in  a  pool  of  pink 

like  glass,  shattered 
thoughts  wash  clean  and 
merge,  with  the  stream 

like  birth  in 
straining  to  see  the  bottom 
she  dives,  and  cuts  the  water  clean. 

-iry  —  Susan  B.  Mackey 
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Adria  DiBenedetto 


You 

As  much  of  fleeting  time  persists. 
All  good  things  must  somehow  shift. 
Those  that  often  stay  the  same, 
Leave  very  little  room  for  change. 
Although  the  how  becomes  undone. 
It  will  eventually  be  tied  by  another  one. 
Thoughts  of  you  etched  in  my  mind, 
Our  pleasantries  clear  for  that  short  time. 
As  we  part  and  go  our  ways. 
Happiness  prevails  in  later  days. 
You've  often  treated  me  like  a  King, 
To  me  this  has  meant  everything! 
I  know  one  day  we'll  meet  again 
And  Vm  sure  there'll  be  a  lot  less  pain. 
But  let's  not  dwell  on  times  of  trouble. 
For  that  will  only  pop  our  bubble. 
The  best  for  you  is  well -deserved. 
Anything  less  would  be  absurd. 


—  J.  Jay  Guidone 
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/  Love  You  More  Than  I  Did 
When  You  Were  Mine 

We  use,  abuse,  torment,  and  beguile. 
Our  love  for  them  is  lacking  style. 
It's  not  the  way  we  want  to  be, 
But  always  is  —  a  need  to  be  free. 
You  can't  be  blamed  for  breaking  ties. 
You've  dealt  with  numerous  ugly  lies. 
You  really  should  be  thanked  for  staying 
Through  a  bond  that  obviously 
Continued  fraying. 
We  cannot  seem  to  love  you  right. 
But  all  of  us  must  try  to  fight. 
When  all  is  lost  and  we  look  back, 
We  finally  realize  what  we  now  lack. 
But  if  things  were  returned  to  their 

original  state. 
Wouldn't  time  repeat  its  fate? 

—  J.  Jay  Guidone 
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Transitions 

Rem-i-nis-cence  lead  me  to  a  dried  daffodil 

in  the  pages  of  my  Webster's.  The  drying 

petals  had  left  a  yellow  smudge  by 

Me-mo-ri-al/l:  something  that  keeps  remembrance  alive: 

Iro-ny  had  me  forget  when  the  flower  had 
gotton  there.  But  1  was  touched  by  the 
immortal  beauty  of  this  flower  which 
had  turned  a  deeper  yellow  in  death. 

The  sight  of  its  fragile,  tissue  paper  beauty 
brought  to  mind  a  little  girl  who  was 
un-so-phis-ti-cat-ed  enough  to  be 
pressing  flowers  into  dictionaries,  and     ' 
1  was  saddened  that  in-no-cen-ce  had 
lead  to  dis-il-lu-sion-ment. 

—  Jennifer  Jae  Wolf 
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Stephen  Crane's  The  Blue  Hotel: 
A  Brief  Analysis 

Set  in  a  small  town  in  Nebraska  during  the  late  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, Stephen  Crane's  "The  Blue  Hotel"  is  the  story  of  a  group  of 
men  brought  together  by  circumstance  and  of  their  actions  under 
the  pressures  of  fear  and  violence,  one  of  Crane's  favorite  themes. 
More  than  just  another  tale  of  violent  death  in  the  West,  it  is  an 
exploration  of  two  deeper  themes;  there  are  the  tragic  consequen- 
ces of  one  character's  misunderstanding  of  the  true  nature  of  his 
environment,  and  there  are  moral  questions  concerning  the  failure 
of  the  other  characters  to  warn  him  of  his  error  and  thus  prevent 
his  senseless  death.  Crane  develops  the  story  in  a  series  of  almost 
photographic  images,  one  after  another  like  snapshots,  interspersed 
with  short  character  sketches  and  bits  of  dialogue.  The  mood  of  the 
story  is  conveyed  by  the  repeated  use  of  color,  with  red  used 
increasingly  as  the  violence  builds  to  its  inevitable  conclusion,  and  a 
violent  winter  storm  is  used  as  a  device  first  to  bring  the  characters 
closer  to  one  another  and  then,  later,  to  isolate  the  main  character 
from  the  others.  As  in  much  of  his  other  work.  Crane  uses  irony  as 
a  medium  for  making  his  moral  statements  about  both  the  charac- 
ters and  the  human  condition. 

The  story  is  fairly  simple,  opening  with  a  description  of  the  blue 
hotel  and  of  its  proprietor,  Pat  Scully,  an  Irishman  who  goes  daily 
to  meet  the  trains  and  to  offer  the  hospitality  of  his  roof.  On  the 
morning  of  this  story,  he  manages  to  find  three  customers;  a 
Swede,  a  cowboy  and  an  Easterner.  Scully  brings  the  three  to  the 
hotel,  where  his  son  Johnny  is  playing  a  card  game  with  a  local 
farmer.  The  three  men  are  taken  to  wash  themselves  and  then 
downstairs  to  wait  for  dinner  to  be  served.  By  this  time,  characters 
are  beginning  to  develop,  and  the  Swede  is  isolated  as  different 
from  the  others.  After  dinner,  the  men  engage  in  a  card  game,  but 
before  long  the  Swede  rushes  from  the  room,  sure  that  he  is  to  be 
killed.  He  is  reassured,  upstairs,  by  Scully,  who  offers  him  a  drink 
of  whiskey,  and,  returning  to  the  card  game,  the  Swede  is  now  loud 
and  aggressive  with  drink.  The  card  game  continues  until  the 
Swede  accuses  Johnny  of  cheating.  There  is  a  fight,  outside,  be- 
tween the  Swede  and  Johnny,  with  the  others  watching  to  ensure 
fair  play.  The  Swede  is  victorious  and  after  packing,  he  leaves,  full 
of  confidence  that  he  has  won  a  fight  in  the  "wild  west".  He  enters 
a  saloon  and  begins  drinking  heavily,  becoming  boisterous  and 
offering  a  drink  to  strangers  at  a  table.  Upon  their  refusal,  he 
becomes  angry  and  insistent,  grabbing  the  smallest  man,  a  local 
gambler,  by  the  throat.  The  gambler  draws  a  knife  and  kills  him. 
The  story  rejoins  the  Easterner  and  the  cowboy,  now  at  a  ranch 
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near  Dakota,  where  the  Easterner  has  just  come  in  with  the  mail 
and  the  papers.  He  and  the  cowboy  discuss  the  affair,  both  express- 
ing pity  for  the  gambler,  who  has  been  sentenced  to  three  years  for 
the  killing.  The  Easterner  then  tells  the  cowboy  that  it  is  they  who 
are  guilty,  that  he  had  seen  Johnny  cheating  but  had  been  afraid  to 
say  so,  that  the  cowboy  had  merely  wanted  to  see  a  fight,  and  that 
the  gambler  had  merely  been  "a  kind  of  an  adverb. "^  The  cowboy 
refuses  to  understand  this,  and  the  story  ends. 

From  the  first  description  of  the  blue  hotel  as  apart  from  the  rest 
of  the  town,  there  is  a  feeling  of  separation  and  isolation  in  the 
story.  The  characters  are  described  not  in  relation  to  one  another 
but  separately.  Once  the  three  travellers  enter  the  scene,  the  Swede 
is  immediately  isolated  from  the  cowboy  and  the  Easterner.  Scully 
takes  the  men  to  wash  before  dinner:  "The  cowboy  and  the  East- 
erner burnished  themselves  fiery  red  with  this  water,  until  it 
seemed  to  be  some  kind  of  a  metal  polish.  The  Swede,  however, 
merely  dipped  his  fingers  gingerly  and  with  trepidation. "2  There  is 
an  almost  biblical  resonance  here,  as  though  the  washing  were 
some  sort  of  communion,  into  which  the  Swede  enters  only  half- 
heartedly. During  conversation  before  dinner,  he  doesn't  speak 
and, 

seemed  to  be  occupied  in  making  furtive  estimates  of  each 
man  in  the  room.  One  might  have  thought  that  he  had 
the  sense  of  silly  suspicion  which  comes  to  guilt.  He 
resembled  a  badly  frightened  man.^ 
Further  development  of  this  isolation  continues  through  dinner 
and  into  the  card  game  afterwards,  with  the  Swede  finally  con- 
vinced that  the  others  are  going  to  kill  him.  Joseph  N.  Satterwhite, 
in  his  treatment  of  the  story,  says. 

Two  ominous  refrains  run  through  the  story  announcing 

the  dual  aspect  of  the  theme.  The  first  points  out  the 

refusal  or  inability  to  understand:  early  in  the  story  Johnny 

Scully  says  to  the  Swede,  "I  don't  know  anything  about 

you  and  I  don't  give  a  damn  ..."  Shortly  thereafter  the 

Easterner  says  to  the  Swede,  "I  don't  understand  you." 

Near  the  end  of  the  story  the  gambler  says  to  the  Swede, 

"My  friend,  I  don't  know  you."  Individually  and  in  context, 

these  remarks  signify  little;  in  the  repetitious  aggregate 

they  announce  the  dominant  theme.'' 

When  the  Swede  leaves  the  card  game,  rushing  upstairs  to  pack, 

Mr.  Scully  follows  him  and  tries  to  reassure  him,  telling  him  how 

civilized  the  town  really  is,  that  it  will  soon  "have  a  line  of  ilictric 

(sic)  streetcars  in  this  town  next  spring. "5  When  this  appeal  fails,  he 

drags  the  Swede  to  see  photographs  of  his  children,  "There,"  says 

Scully. tenderly.  "That's  the  pictur  (sic)  of  my  little  girl  that  died. 

o-i     Her  name  was  Carrie.  She  had  the  purtiest  (sic)  hair  you  ever 

saw!"6  Finally,  he  turns  to  the  communion  of  liquor,  browbeating 


the  terrified  Swede  into  drinking  with  him.  In  all  this,  Scully  fails  to 
understand  the  Swede's  terror.  Meanwhile,  downstairs,  the  cow- 
boy, the  Easterner  (whose  name  "Blanc"  means  "white",  with  its 
adherent  symbolism)  and  Johnny  discuss  what  is  wrong  with  the 
Swede.  The  cowboy  is  too  unsophisticated  to  have  any  thoughts  on 
the  matter.  Johnny  is  a  truculent,  spoiled,  and  unfeeling  brute  who 
doesn't  care,  and  only  the  Easterner  has  any  real  perceptions, 
saying. 

Oh  I  don't  know,  but  it  seems  to  me  this  man  has  been 
reading  dime-novels,  and  he  thinks  he's  right  out  in  the 
middle  of  it  —  the  shootin'  and  stabbin'  and  all.'' 
The  cowboy  and  Johnny  are  both  taken  aback,  protesting  that  this 
is  not  the  frontier  and  that  murders  and  such  do  not  take  place 
here.  However,  they  don't  make  any  attempt  to  explain  this  to  the 
Swede  when  he  returns,  nor  even  to  discuss  the  matter,  and  the 
Easterner,  for  all  his  grasp  of  the  situation,  says  nothing.  The 
Swede,  returning,  is  full  of  the  load  and  false  bravado  of  drink,  so 
when  he  believes  that  he  has  seen  Johnny  cheating,  a  fight  is  inevit- 
able. Outside,  in  the  lee  of  the  building,  the  men  prepare  for  the 
match,  to  be  a  fair  contest  involving  only  the  two  men,  and  the 
Swede  is  sure  that  there  will  be  foul  play,  bellowing  "Oh  I  know 
what  kind  of  a  thing  this  is!  I  know  youll  all  pitch  on  me.  I  can't  lick 
you  all. "8  Scully  vehemently  denies  this,  saying  that  anyone  who 
interferes  "will  have  me  to  dale  (sic)  with."^  The  Swede,  being  much 
larger  and  stronger,  wins  the  fight,  and  the  isolation  is  now  com- 
pleted. Johnny  is  down  and  the  Swede  leans  against  a  tree 

There  was  a  splendor  of  isolation  in  his  situation  at  this 
time  which  the  Easterner  felt  once  when,  lifting  his  eye 
from  the  man  on  the  ground,  he  beheld  that  mysterious 
and  lonely  figure,  waiting. ^° 
The  Swede  again  packs  to  leave,  this  time  without  interference  and 
disappears  into  the  storm  and 

finds  plesaure  in  the  wind  and  driving  snow,  feeling  that 

his  new-found  strength  is  so  great  that  he  can  survive  in 

isolation.  He  feels  invincible  against  the  powers  of  both 

man  and  nature. ^^ 

Entering  the  saloon,  he  is  once  again  isolated,  this  time  from  a 

taciturn  bartender  and  three  men  drinking  at  a  table.  His  isolation 

is  finally  unbearable  to  him  and  in  his  drunken  attempt  to  achieve 

fellowship  with  the  men  in  the  saloon,  he  is  killed. 

There  is  an  almost  photographic  quality  to  the  images  with 
which  Crane  paints  the  story,  and  his  use  of  color  is  as  evident  here 
as  it  is  in  The  Red  Badge  of  Courage.  In  the  first  chapter.  Crane  opens  by 
describing  the  hotel's  color: 

It  was  painted  a  light  blue,  a  shade  that  is  on  the  legs  of  a 

kind  of  heron,  causing  the  bird  to  declare  its  position  74 

against  any  backround.  The  Palace  Hotel,  then,  was  always 


screaming  and  howling  in  a  way  that  made  the  dazzling 
winter  landscape  of  Nebraska  seem  only  a  gray  swampish 
hush. 12 
Having  thus  set  the  hotel  apart  from  its  surroundings,  the  author 
further  distinguishes  it  from  anything  else,  in  particular  from  "the 
brown-reds  and  the  subdivisions  of  the  dark  greens  of  the  East."^^ 
The  remainder  of  the  first  chapter  uses  the  color  blue,  bronze,  red, 
yellow,  gray,  brown,  and  red,  in  that  order.  In  the  second  chapter, 
the  onset  of  the  Swede's  fear  is  reinforced,  with  blue  used  only 
twice,  but  with  gray  used  twice  and  white  four  times.  The  third 
chapter,  in  which  Scully  is  upstairs  intoxicating  the  frightened 
Swede  (not  only  with  alcohol  but  spiritually),  sees  the  color  shifting 
towards  warmth,  with  yellow-brown,  yellow  and  crimson  used, 
counterpointed  with  three  silver  coins  in  the  Swede's  open  palm, 
which  Scully  stares  at  but  refuses  to  take.  In  the  fourth  chapter, 
while  the  cowboy,  the  Easterner  (Mr.  Blanc),  and  Johnny  discuss 
the  condition  of  the  Swede,  only  one  color  is  used;  Mr.  Blanc's 
name  means  white,  and  it  is  he  who  has  the  understanding,  al- 
though he  does  nothing  with  it.  By  the  time  the  Swede  returns,  in 
chapter  five,  he  is  drunken  with  whiskey  and  false  security,  and  of 
the  six  times  color  is  mentioned,  four  times  it  is  red,  with  "smoky" 
and  "steely"  each  being  used  once.  The  fight  takes  place  in  the  sixth 
chapter,  and  of  the  nine  instances  where  color  is  mentioned,  three 
times  it  is  black,  which  brings  immediately  to  mind  the  phrase  "a 
black  rage"  and  five  times  it  is  red,  the  color  of  blood  and  symbol  of 
passion.  Interestingly,  in  chapter  seven,  in  which  the  Swede  takes 
leave  of  the  hotel  while  Scully  and  the  cowboy  rant  impotently 
about  how  they  would  have  done  this  and  that,  color  is  not  once 
mentioned.  Chapter  eight,  in  which  the  Swede  dies,  has  three  con- 
secutive mentions  of  the  color  red,  followed  by  one  single  use  of  the 
word  nickeled,  this  last  in  reference  to  the  cash  register  bearing  the 
legend  "This  registers  the  amount  of  your  purchase",  and  upon 
which  the  corpse  of  the  Swede  has  its  eyes  fixed. i"*  Chapter  nine,  in 
which  the  Easterner  tries  vainly  to  make  the  cowboy  see  their 
complicity  in  the  murder,  is  again,  like  chapter  seven,  totally  color- 
less. 

The  action  of  the  story  takes  place  almost  entirely  in  the  two 
locations  of  the  hotel  and  the  saloon,  while  a  fierce  snowstorm 
rages  outside.  It  is  this  storm  against  which  the  characters  are 
clustered  about  the  warm  stove  in  the  hotel  and  from  which  the 
Swede  enters  the  saloon  to  meet  his  fate.  This  storm  again  reinfor- 
ces the  theme  of  isolation  and  the  human  failure  to  understand. 
Satterwhite  mentions  this  in  his  work  on  Crane's  story: 

The  five  men  who  take  shelter  in  the  hotel  from  the 

raging  blizzard  are  almost  a  fraternity  banded  against  an 

25  unfriendly  cosmos.  The  symbolic  nature  of  their  situation 

makes  the  failure  of  the  four  to  understand  the  Swede  all 


the  more  reprehensible. ^^ 
The  storm  is  also  used  as  a  medium  to  comment  upon  man's  place 
in  the  universe,  where,  describing  the  Swede's  journey  through  the 
storm.  Crane  writes: 

He  might  have  been  in  a  deserted  village.  We  picture  the 
world  as  thick  with  conquering  and  elate  humanity,  but 
here,  with  the  bugles  of  the  tempest  pealing,  it  was  hard 
to  imagine  a  peopled  earth.  One  viewed  the  existence  of 
man  than  as  a  marvel,  and  conceded  a  glamour  of  wonder 
to  these  lice  which  were  caused  to  cling  to  a  whirling, 
fire-smote,   ice-locked,  disease-stricken,  space-lost  bulb. 
The  conceit  of  man  was  explained  by  this  storm  to  be  the 
very  engine  of  life.  One  was  coxcomb  not  to  die  in  it. 
However,  the  Swede  found  a  saloon. ^^ 
Irony,  one  of  Crane's  favorite  devices,  is  everywhere  evident  in 
this  work,  where  Crane  has  used  it  to  drive  home  his  philosophies 
and  his  indictments  of  humanity  for  its  collective  failures.  There  is 
irony  in  the  fact  that  the  men  who  the  Swede  thinks  will  kill  him  do 
not  in  fact  kill  him,  but  instead  collectively  drive  him  out  into  the 
storm  and  from  there  to  the  saloon,  where  the  respectable  gambler 
kills  him  for  his  attempt  at  comraderie.  There  is  Scully's  attempts  to 
reassure  the  Swede,  by  giving  him  whiskey,  for  it  is  his  drunken- 
ness which  alienates  him,  this  time  finally,  from  the  four  Ameri- 
cans. There  is  irony  in  the  fact  that  the  Swede  survives,  even 
enjoys,  the  storm  and  is  killed  in  the  shelter  of  the  warm  saloon,  a 
place  of  supposed  good  company.  There  is  irony,  and  no  little  sar- 
casm, in  the  failure  of  the  cowboy  to  act,  especially  since  the  stereo- 
typical Westerner  is  a  "man  of  action."  There  is  irony  in  the  fact 
that  Johnny  was  cheating.  Finally,  there  is  the  irony  of  the  cow- 
boy's final  denial  of  complicity,  when  he  closes  the  story  saying, 
"Well,  I  didn't  do  anythin',  did  I?"i7 

And  it  is  this  last  that  seems  to  be  Crane's  real  point;  we  are  in 
the  end  responsible  for  one  another,  even,  and  perhaps  especially, 
in  a  world  where  such  cosmic  forces  as  may  exist  are  not  concerned 
with  our  existence.  For  if  there  is  no  God,  he  seems  to  be  saying, 
doesn't  that  place  the  burden  upon  all  of  us  who  do  exist? 

—  Jeffrey  Stanton 
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Dawn's  Light 

Dawn's  light 

Slips  through  porous  curtains. 

Silently  resting 

Upon  your  pillow. 

1  awake 

And  see 

Your  soft  lashes 

Gently  resting 

Upon  smooth  cheeks. 

Your  shallow  breathing 

Stirs  the  silence 

And  fills  the  empty  space 

Between  us. 

Peaceful  sleep — undisturbed. 

Thoughts  lost 

In  dreams  of  wonder; 

Or  traveling  through 

Dark  passages  of  replayed  themes, 

Filling  your  mind 

With  pain,  sorrow. 

Today. 

Tomorrow. 

Maybe  the  next. 

But  not  here.  Not  now. 

Cradled  in  my  arms 

You  are  surrounded. 

Protected  in  sleep, 

As  daylight  seeps 

Through  porous  curtains. 


Bernadette  Grieb 
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Jack 

Long  ago, 
Far  away, 

Somewhere  in  a  dream, 
Truth  was  revealed. 
We  would  meet. 

As  the  grains  of  sand 
Swept  through 
The  narrow  neck  of  time 
Accumulating  into  weeks. 
The  marching  months 
Moved  in  slow  cadence 
Connecting  all  the  dots. 
Following  the  numbers. 
Filling  in  the  squares, 
Dotting  all  the  Is. 

Then  ^ 

When 

Least  expected 

It  happened. 

I  rounded  the  corner. 

And  there  you  were — 

Waiting. 

—  Bernadette  Grieb 


29 


Cover  design  hy  Jennifer  Jae  Wolf 


A  noiseless  patient  spider, 

I  marked  where  on  a  little  promontory  it 

stood  isolated, 
Mark'd  how  to  explore  the  vacant  vast 

surrounding. 
It  launched  forth  filament,  filament, 

filament,  out  of  itself 
Ever  unreeling  them,  ever  tirelessly 

speeding  them. 
And  you  O  my  soul  where  you  stand. 
Surrounded,  detached,  in  measureless 

oceans  of  space. 
Ceaselessly  musing,  venturing,  throwing 

seeking  the  spheres  to  connect  them. 
Till  the  bridge  you  will  need  he  formed, 

till  the  ductile  anchor  hold. 
Till  the  gossamer  thread  you  fling 

catch  somewhere,  O  my  soul. 

Walt  Whitman 


